pursuers reached him from the little square. He gathered that they
were at fault and knew not which of the four ways to take. But the
devil might easily guide them aright.
So he went up the ivy.
Its grip proved as stout as he could have hoped. Generations old.
the trunk upon which he depended had long since surmounted the wall
and taken a firm hold along its crown. True, when the journey was
almost accomplished the growth began to yield under his weight. But
by then he was within reach of the summit, and a quick, desperate
upward clutch nude him safe. He drew himself up, and sat astride
for a moment. A backward glance showed him the gloomy lane still
empty, but the footfalls of his pursuers warned him that they had
chosen aright, and sent htm down the other side in haste. There was
only one method of descent. He lowered himself to his full length,
then loosed his hold and fell slithering to earth.
He gathered himself up, dusted mould and crushed umbels from
his hands and garments, straightened sword-belt and doublet, and took
stock of his surroundings.
His memories were vague, as if in some remote past time he had
walked in this very noble garden which had for background a palace,
proclaimed patrician not only by its proportions but by the alternating
layers of black-and-white marble with which it was faced and the
Romanesque colonnade of slender pillars, delicately carved. The
garden itself, as he observed it now in the twilight of that summer
evening, was a place of enchantment, of lawns and walks set between
hedges of yew and of boxwood. Here clustering roses, and lilies yonder
by a pool. Tail cypresses, like vast black spears, were set about
another, larger pool that was rimmed in stone and mirrored the white
marble of a triton coldly carved, whose fishtail legs bestrode a rock,
whilst, with head thrown back, his lips flung aloft a crystal column
that broke and fell in spray upon the mermaids on the plinth. And
beyond that, of marble, too, gleamed white a round pavilion, a temple
in little, with a domed roof that was carried on a peristyle. Pigeons
circled above it in the evening sky. It was hedged about its base by
shrubs and trees, the deep green of lemon, the grey-green of quince and
the lucent green of pomegranate splashed with vivid scarlet flowers.
But for all its beauty the place was overhung by an air of neglect.
The grass of the lawns was rank and scorched, the hedges were dis-
hevelled, fallen leaves and withered petals lay rotting on the unswept
paths.
He was disturbed by a faint sound behind him. He span round,
and beheld, as he afterwards declared, the noblest sight this garden
had yet revealed.
She came sedately towards him over the unkempt lawn, evincing no
surprise, or haste, or fear, or emotion of any kind that he could discern.
She was moderately tall, and she wore a gown of silver brocade,
which borrowed from the broad black arabesques that were wrought
upon it an almost funereal splendour. In her long, slim hands,
gauntleted in white with silver fringes, she bore a little ivory coffer witfc